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THE MARAUDER. 


AN ORIGINAL TALE OF THE SEVENTEENTA 





CENTURY. 
(Continued from page 187.) 
CHAPTER XXII. 
Accordingly, early on the following 
morning (ey took leave of their friends 
at the 
theirjouroey. 


insion house, and started on 
They reached the dwel- 
ling of Mother Monomia about the mid- 
dle of the ¢ As they neared the lo- 
ved spot, every tree and bush seemed 
to hail her return with their nodding 
hmbs and twigs, bowing gently in the 
breezes of the morning ; and although 
the face of nature was stripped of its 
Yernant covering, and its green mantle 
changed by the nipping frost of winter, 
yetevery hill and plain around appeared 
lovely to her—and even the rippling wa- 
fers of the Poquetanock, murmuring in 
sullen grandeur as it roiled along on its 
rocky bed, seemed like soft music strik- 
ing on her listening ear, and dazzling 
her eager eyes with its clear waves 
sparkling in the rays of the merislian sun. 
They were met at the door of the good | 
Womap, by the aged matron herself, 
Who in a transport of joy folded the 
lovely bride to her bosom. The cool 
breeze of the morning had, like the 
pencil of the artist, faintly tinged her 


iV. 


cheeks with a carnation hue, that seemed 


to have robbed the blushing rose of all 
its beauties, and rendered the natural 
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closed by a neat white: fence, and in the 
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sobbed the good old woman, while she} 
jpressed Myra to her heart, and gazed 
upon her with a fond delight, until al-, 
most overcome with the recollection of 
the past, she shed tears of pleasure on 
the orphan danghter of her lady anagre) 
now made happy in the object of oo 


== 





choice. Cornelius looked in amiles on 
the welcome reception of Myra by her} 
inarse and protectress Monomia, while: 
ishe exclaimed, * 1 can now lay my 0%, 
peaceably in the grave, since | have 
again seen my child ;” and rising, she; 
took the hand of each, and patting them) 
together, pronounced her blessing upon| 
them, while her her uplifted eyes and) 
lips seemed to converse with Heaven. | 

On the following morning they took, 
their leave of old Monomua, and contin-| 
ued on their journey to Vermont, Pre-| 
viously, however, to Myra’s leaving the | 
residence of her infant days, she had, in) 
the evening, visited the grave of her, 
The retired spot had been en- 





'mother, 


place of the rude stone which marked 
the rising hillock of the narrow house tn 
which she was interred, the white cone 


~ -— st 


| 





ofa marble monument, burst upon her 


astonished sight. Awe strack at the 





she stood leaning upon the railing of the! 


little yard which encircled the sacred) 
spot of ground, when the moon, just 
emerging from behind a grey cloud, | 





complexion of her finely formed fea- | 
ture, more interesting than before. 





burst in all its splendour, and shone fall) 








on the front of the white monument, 





\" So looked your sainted mother Almy- if where in gilded letters she read the fol- 
ra, when first she arrived among us,” lowing iascription : 


SACRED 
TO THE MEMORY OF 
ALMYRA MINTURN ; 
Beloved in life, and in death lamented. 

“The sweet remembrance of the just, 

* Shall flourish theugh they sleep in dust.” 

In the utmost astonishment she stood 
as if transfixed, after reading this tribute 
of respect to the memory of her mother ; 
and so intensely was she absorbed in 
contemplating this monumental tomb of 
her mother’s, that it was not until her 
feelings impelled her to open the gate 


‘and enter the yard, that she saw another 


stone at the right of her mother’s grave, 
dedicated to the memory of her lament- 
ed father, on which was inscribed, like- 
wise in characters of gold : 
ERECTED 
IN MEMORY OF 


OVANDO MINTURN ; 


Weep not reader,—thou viewest the tomb of a 
victim wisguided by treacherous arts: 
but in the cause of humanity 
he sunk. 


“ Sweet sleep the brave, who sink to rest.” 
In tears Myra read this memento of 


her deluded father, and almost over- 
come with the contending emotions of 


mournful silence which reigned aronnd,|| her feelings, she knelt between the 


monumental tomb stones of her parents, 
and raising her eyes towards heaven, 
poured out her soul before that Omni- 
potent Jehovah, who had bereaved her 
of her earthly parents ; and as she clo- 
sed her short appeal to the Eternal 
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Judge, a deep drawn sigh struck upon 
her ears ; and lifting up her eyes, she 
saw Cornelius and Mother Monomia 
standing before her. Speechless with 
gratitude, and in tears, she threw her- 
self into their arms, when all three 
slowly retraced their steps to the house. 

Unknown to Myra, Cornelius and 
Venter had removed the body of Ovan- 
do to the side of his Almyra, and erect- 
ed over their graves the monuments she 
had discovered. This last act of Cor- 
nelius awakened a lasting feeling of 


gratitude in the bosom of Myra, which|| 


she evinced in language too plain to be 
misunderstood, how grateful it was to 
her heart. She felt now that she was 
no longer an unprotected orphan: jor 
in her adored Cornelius, she had reali- 
zed the fondaess of a father, protector, 
and husband. ‘The dark vista of futuri- 
ty seemed unfolded to her view, and in 
it she saw the cessation of al! her trials 

She was contented, forshe had reach- 
ed the summit of human felicity, and 
now felt resigned in thought, should the 
fell hand of adversity be again laid upon 
her. 

In safety they reached the friends of 
Cornelius. His native mountains seem- 
ed to inspire him with feelings of plea- 
sure, in which Myra participated, as he 
pointed ont to her the towering tops of 
some of the lofty hills, covered with 
rocks and stones, where he had follow- 
ed in the chase, the wild-cat of the 
mountain, or the growling wolf of the 
deep cavern. ‘‘ Beveath that stupend- 
ous steep,” said he, pointing to a cloud- 
capt mountain, ‘1 first caught the mar- 

tial notes of war. In yon deep glen, | 
first saw a military band,—the bulwark 
yet in martialarray. It was 
sral muster among the green moun- 
tain sons, and I accompanied my belov- 
ed father to view the noble sight. 1 saw 
them, and while every note of the thun- 
dering drum thrilled through me, my 
my heart beat high with animation. | 
thirsted for glory.—t longed for the 
battle’s din, and resolved to be a sol- 
dier!” As they passed along, Myra of- 
ten shuddered as he recounted to her 
his hair-breadth escapes among the 
crags and chasms, while pursuiiz the 
the wild beasts that infested his native 


‘than by the friends of Cornelius. Their 


parents of Myra been raised from the 


child, she could not have been received | 
with more sincere feelings of pleasure 


‘coming was hailed with shouts of joy, 
and welcomed with feelings at once ar- 
‘dent and sincere. As the youthful pair 
were to spend the honeymoon with their 
friends in Vermont, we will now leave 
‘them and return to the mansion-hoase 
of Mr. C. in New-London. 

Unexpectedly raised to the summit of 
‘haman happiness in finding the daughter 
‘of his Adelia, Ventor prepared to re- 
move with her as soon as Cornelius and 
Myra returned. Deeply impressed 
with the wonderful mysteries of the Al- 
mighty, in restoring to his arms the 
child of bis departed wife, he waited 
patiently for his friends’ arrival, enjoy- 
ing in the interesting company of his 
‘daughter, that felicity which had long 
been a stranger to his bosom. He could 
‘now account for his strange feelings on 
first beholding her. A secret impulse 
told him that the lovely image of Lucy 


when the veil was rent from his eyes, | 
and proofuncontrovertable, was display- 
‘ed before him, of the existence of his 
child, he could not but acknowledge that 
ivital principal of nature which works in 
the human system, and, as if by instinct, 
‘attaches congenial souls in the bonds of 
‘affection. 

A month had now passed away since 
the nuptials of Myra and Cornelius, and 
they were daily in expectation of their 
return. ‘The leaden wings of time 
slowly fluttered his pinions along, and 
Ventor and his lovely daughter Lucy, 
was thinking of making arrangements to 
leave the family of Mr. C. to settle on 
the delightful shores of the District of 
Maine, when pensive one evening, Lu- 
cy sat at the window admiring the varie- 





was connected with his happiness, and j 





house of Coroelius’ father. Mad the the vaulted teavens spaj 


bosom of the tomb to embrace their | 


— === 


‘kled with itg 
ten thousand gems. The moon Was just 
ascending the lofty Skyrocket hill, ile. 
minating the clouds like a pillar of fire 
when she heard the distant thunder of 
horses’ hoofs against the ground, and 
soon the rattling wheels of a Carriage 
descending the {iil at the north of the 
house. She turned her head just as the 
postillion reined in his spirited steeds in 
front of the grand entrance of the build. 
ing, and distinctly heard the driver ep. 
quire of a gentleman, if he wished to 
alight. But darknes enwrapped the 
the building, not a solitary light shed its 
beams from the Gothic windows of the 
mansion. The shutters where Lucy sat 
were closed, and her taper standing at 
the farthermost corner of the room, 
faintly cast a glimmering light upon the 
old walls, but emitted no ray of bright- 
ness through the latticed windows, 

A voice trom within the carriage bade 
the driver continue on, and soon the rat- 
ting of the wheels over the frozen 
ground died away io the distance, and 
all remained tranguil and quiet. No- 
thing now was heard but the distant 
howl of the watch dog, which sounded 
dismally amidst the solitude of night; 
and, on pressing her repeater, she found 
the midnight hour had passed some time, 
and the morning was fast wasting away. 
Who could the gentleman be that was 
in the carriage, thought she, arising from 
her seat to retire torest. Was ibe per- 
son some friend of her father’s, or wasit 
some relation of Mr. C.’s who had arti 
ved, and seeing the building in darkvess 
and thinking that all its inhabitant had 
retired, had probably gone to the hotel, 
in which direction the Post coach had 
driven. Various were the conjectures 
of Lucy, respecting the carriage which 
had stopped for an instant before the 
house ; until finally wearied with think- 
ing, she sunk into the arms of sleep, 
from which she awoke not till a late 





country around the mansion house. Not 





ity of the surrounding scene. 





bills, until at length they reached the 





gated colour and uneven surface of the |/hour of the morning. 


On awaking, the circumstance of the 


a breath seemed to disturb the tranqguil- {|evening preceding, although fresh in her 
The |iremembrance, did not for some time 0C- 
God of Nature had wrapped in profourd |i cur to her. 
repose the surrounding objects, and |idescended to the parlour, entering the 
earth, sea, and sky appeared calm, andjjroom with a light and airy step. The 
serenely beautiful. The distant church }}preakfast things were standing on the 
clock had struck the midnight hour, and" table, and at the fartherest part of the 


She arose, and soon afler 
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room sat a gentleman, who on seeing 
her enter immediately arose, apologiz- 
ing for startling ber by his presence 
glone inthe room. He appeared young, 
although his countenance seemed war- 
worn, and his form was dressed in the 
naval uniform of her country. The 
youthtul look and hardy features, which 
his countenance expressed, riveted for 
an instant her stedtast gaze. Who was 
he, thought she, as she contemplated 
the figure of the stranger. I[t was the 
first face that had strack her sight, and 


As soon as the surprise of the unex- 
pected meeting of his old friend and bo- 
{80m COMpanion, was in some measure 


and Lucy his companion and brave friend 
Edwin Montalbert ; one, who in days 
past and gone, he had sedticed from the 
path of duty, but disdaining a life in 
which honour bore no share, his virtues 





arts, and he abandoned a gang where ev- 
ery vital principal of justice and right, 
|was sacrificed on the altar of ambition 


elici‘ad a feeling, different from those of}/ and aggrandizment, in rifling his coun- 


the ordinary kind; and, with her face 
and neck suffused with blushes, she 
bowed, entreating him to be seated 
while she rang the bell for a servant to 
call Mr. C. or her father. Her heart 
fluttered as she sat waiting the entrance 
of her summons. 
the evening previous occurred to her. 
This must be the perzon, thought she, 
and with anxiety pictured in her coun- 
tenance, she awaited the entrance of the 
gentlemen. 


‘trymen of their possessions. ‘This Ed- 
win was also the often mentioned com- 
‘panion of Cornelius. He had fought 
and bled with him, and when dire ne- 
cessity compelled them to separate, he 
had followed the track of victory on the 


The circumstance of} ocean, and propitious winds bad just waf- 


‘ted himself and prize into port. He had 
heard of his friend’s happiness in his 
blooming bride, and he longed to see 
cher: for it was her, who when an infant, 
had been destined by him, to be separa- 





subsided, Ventor introduced to Mr. C. || 


Tose superior to his employer’s seducing | 








| Edwin was an orphan, and descended 
‘from the Montalbert family, who in 
|common with many others, bad fled from 
the iron hand of despotism in their na- 
tive country, and sought a refuge in 
New-England. At an early age he had 
entered the army, and his only trade 
was war. Tuken prisoner, he was 
bribed to join the Marauder party, 
whose lawless proceedings disgusted 
|him, and he soon abandoned them, and 
entered a volunteer in the army of his 
beloved country. Brave to excess, his 
invincible courage knew no bounds.— 
| But although a lion in the fight, he was 
jin peace like the tender iamb, passive 
‘and mild. His temper was slow to anger ; 
‘but when aroused by repeated wrongs, 
‘it burst forth and increased like the 
| tempest’s force. It was then that no- 
| thing could withstand his determined 
| bravery : for victory or death seemed 
alike to him, and he fought not for the 
‘former, without calmly braving the lat- 
iter in all its horrors; but although 
| when in the midst of battle, his eyes in 








Mr. C. however, soon came into the | ted amd torn from the arms of its mo-| anger appeared like the living flame, 


room and relieved her from her embar- 


Viher. But his feeling heart could not 


| flashing insufferable brightness around ; 


rassment, by informing the gentieman!! execute the task imposed upon him;! yet at the sound of mercy, bis uplifted 
present, that Venior would wait upon pre could not witness the heart rencing! sword fell harmless, nud they beamed 
him ina few moments, and at the same: scene of a mother deprived of her first} in tenderness on its object; and every 
time preseated Lucy as the daughter ot) born, and he trusted to his two compan-| feature of his conntenance expressed 


his triend, The tull black eyes of the 
Stranger sparkled, and was iit witha 


momentary gleam, as he raised his dark 


lashes. and bowed to the blushing daugh- |; wretched mother while he watched the! 


terof Ventor, while Lucy tremblingly 
answered to the 
tion, and at the instant her father Ven- 
tor, the Marauder chief, entered the 
door. Mr. C. was in the room when 


Inexpected intvoduc- 


the gentleman was announced, who, on 
enquiring tor the father of Lucy, he had 
himself went in quest of aim, leaving 
the stranger alone in the parlour. 

On the entering of Ventor, it was but 
the first sight of these intimate friends, 
wher quicker than lightning, they were 
folded in each other’s arms. “ Wi 
come to my bosom, thou ever dear co 
panion and friend!’’ exclaimed Ventor, 
as he strained him to his breast, while 
the stranger evinced all the genuine 
feclings of meeting a heart dear to him ; 
and as the tears of pleasure started in 
es eyes, he ardently returned the fond 
embrace of the Marauder chief. 


% 


ig, 


' ions, Atascea and Talbot, as unfeeling 
(as they were daring. It was they, who 


1. the morning’s dawn, robbed the 


‘proceedings of his father, and heard his 


‘his only child. It was Edwin, who, a 
‘few weeks after, had command of the 
|party that invaded the domestic fireside 
‘of Ovando, and drove its shattered door 
‘from its hinges ; on that eventful eve- 
‘ning, when, as the last resort to compel 
the wretched Ovando to fulfil his en- 
gagements, Ventor had sent his signet 








the father’s mind, on being compelled 
by the laws of honour to abandon his fa- 
mily, and league himself with their law- 
less gang, and he pitied him: for al- 
though he loved Ventor almost as a fa- 
ther, he could not but regret, and depre- 
cate his proceedings in alluring from his 
‘country and friends, the once noble 
| minded, but deluded Ovando, 


. 








breathings of vengeance upon the law-! 
‘less robbers, who had rifled him of 


ring. He saw the inward workings of| 


the feelings of his heart. Such was the 
‘character of Edwin Montalbert, who 
' then stood before them. 

(To be continued.) 
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| FEMALE ACCOMPLISHMENTS. 





BY MRS. HANNAH MOORE, 


| A young lady may excel in speaking 
French and Italian; may repeata few 
| passages from a volume of extracts ; play 
\like a professor, and sing like a siren ; 
have her dressing-room decorated with 
‘her own drawings, tables, stands, flow- 
'er-pots, screens, and cabinets ; nay she 
‘may dance like Sempronia herself—and 
lyet we shall insist, that she may have 
jbeen very badly educated. | am far 
ifrom meaning to set no value whatever 
on many of these qualifications: they 
are all of them elegant, and many of 
them properly tend to the perfecting of 
a polite education. These things, in 
‘their measure and degree, may be done ; 
‘but there are others which.should not 
be left undone. 








Many things are be-. 


cas 
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coming, bat * one thing is needful.” —'} bas caused no little triumph to those jjdistinguished, honoured a 


Besides'as the world seems to be fully, 


apprized of the value of whatever tends || bility. ‘Was light,’ say they, ‘which|/honour, he had contracted the 


to embellish life, there is less occasion 
here to insist on its importance. 

But though a well bred young lady 
may lawfully learn most of the fashion- 
able arts; yet let me ask, does it seem 
to be the trae end of education, to make 
women of fashion, dancers, singers, play- 


ers, painters, actresses, sculptors, gild- |) 


ers, varnishers, engravers, and em- 
broiderers :—Most men are commonly 
destined to some prefession, and their 
minds are consequently turned each to 
its respective object. Would it not be 
strange, if they were called out to ex- 
ercise their profession, or to set up 
their trade, with only a little general 
knowledge of the trades and professions 
ef all other men, and without any pre- 
vious defiaite application to their own 
peculiar calling? The profession of 
Jadies, to which the bent of their in- 


struction should be turned, is that of 


daughters, wives, mothers, and mis- 
tresses of families. They should be 
therefore trained with a view to these 
several conditions, and be furnished with 
a stock of ideas, und. principles, and! 
qualifications, and habits, ready to he) 
applied and appropriated, as occasion 
may demand, to each of these respect- 
ive situations. For though the arts, 
which merely embellish life, must claim 
admiration ; yet, when a man of sense 
comes to marry, it is a companion whom 
he wants, and not an artist. It is not 
merely a creature who can paint, and 
play, and sing, and draw, and dress, and 
dance: itis a being who can comfort 
and counsel him; one who can reason, 
and reflect, and feel, and judge, and dis- 
course, and discriminate ; one who can 
assist him in his affairs, lighten his cares, 
soothe his sorrows, purify his joys, 
strengthen his principles, and educate 
his children. 


i 


CREATION OF LIGHT. 


On that passage of the sacred history, 
‘**Let there be light, and there was 
light,” Dr. Bidlake has the following 
remarks in his “‘ Truth and consistency 
of Divine Revelation.”—The account 
which the sacred historian gives us, that 
tight was created antecedent to the sun, 
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oo nd promoted. 
\who are desirous of detecting improba-}} But before he commenced tire career of 


a 4 Passion 
'emanates from the sun, created on the}ior gaming. ‘That passion, too fre. 


‘first day? and was the sun itself the liquently indulged, lessened his 











+t, 

| preat source of it, only created on the|}His superiors sometimes ‘ 
fourth 2? This implies absolute contra-flaod somet::: chided, .The | " 
diction ; but, if modern conjecture be }iincreased. suourable « a 
well founded, (and there is every reason jjinjured anc ‘og country-—4 t 
to confide in it) the body of the sun t+j/tering ind: ‘is of rank \ 
not the seat of light; it is an opake, and jjand promo:io: ted were forsotivg 
probably, habitable globe ; and the light}]|—He wit. ‘rom the army under 
which appears to flow from it, proceeds |isome plaueitic peevence. He adiresced 
from a surrounding atmosphere; and jjand married harming Woman, He 
thus the matter of light might have ex-|jreceives wil: r considerable » 

isted before it was called into action. }He engaced iu commerce—He was of. 
To dwell further on this is needless ;|\ten absent frou bis home, under pre. 
for perhaps, light, like heat, may not be |jtence oi mercantile porsuits,—but, als! 
actually resident in the body of the sun, |{to inculve in (he propensity of gaming, 


but, being in a latent state dispersed |} His cr: = a merchant was lost: !is 
throughout all the system, may be set|/fortune cradually diminished.— He was 
in action by some principle which eman- |iunforunate at play, and to retrieve his 
ates from the opake body, and thus ren- ||losses, he descended to the practice of 
dered perceptible. Scripture is not to/icheating. Unskilied in this ugly art, he 
be confounded by conjectural philoso- |; was detected—beaten and kicked out of 
phy. Let us then confide in that divine jja public room, disgraced, aud stigmati- 
word, which, in the sublime representa- |jzed, aud all, before he was thirly years 
tion of revelation, spoke, ‘ Let there be jj of age. 

light, and there was light.”’ 





Avoided by men of character, kicked 
ees ffand repelled by gamblers, loved and re- 
Tue following impressive sketch, pourtraying ||spected by no one, despised by himself, 

the dreadful consequences of gaming, is from ||and goaded by the rebukes of a never 


the pen ofagentleman who was well acquaiut- |i sleeping conscience, he had recourse to 
ed with the person and facts described—We 


submit it to the reflection of those just enter. the bottle, and thus, between the agita- 
ing on the pernicious career—and hope that || !0nS of a hateful retrospect, and the 
it may have a salutary effect—Where rocks||wnodynes of ardent spirits, he hastened 
and other perils abound, there ought to be nu-|ito the yawning grave! He died of a 


merous beacons to warn the inexperienced || giseased mind and decayed health, in 
and the rash. “Phe Syren-song which induced 


Ulysses to bind his companions and himself to ihe wager of monhood, without ene 
the mast, was less dangerous, Iess fatal than bebind him one to say, alas, poor we 
the seductions of the gaming table, especially, liam! for that was his name. 
when presenting themselves under the most Ask no more, let the sad story be re- 
innocent and attractive forms. membered ; let parents caution their 
CONSZQUENCES OF GAMING. sons,——guardians their wards.——Let 
There lived, I will not say where, aj) young men be warned by this catastro- 
man who was ushered into life with the|/ phe, that such fair and flattering pros- 
fairest prospects. He was an only son.||pects were blighted by gambling. Let 
His Father was dead—his inheritance || those who approve and are benetitte: by 
was ample. His mother devoted her- elancholy picture, go to gambling 
self exclusively to her son—she indul- , and if they find young men fast 
ged him toexcess. His parts were good | entering in the career of vice, hastening 
—His mind quick and lively. His per- headlong to destruction, give timely and 
son was handsome. His manners at- salutary warning.—Lei this monitory 
tracting. His disposition conciliating.{|lesson, these sad and heart rending 
At the begianing of the revoluticr.ary |/truths be read with attention, and per 
war, he had just become aman. He haps, by such admonition, some maybe 
entered into the army. He was soen'lgnatched from ruin, whe may become 
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the ornaments of their country, the virtue; and we bid the tyrants of the the desolate rejoice, and the earth put 
. 4 > . « e * . 5] « 
ride of their friends, and an merge, orn defiance. But lose these perse-| on its mantle of life and of beauty 
to the family of man. vering and elevated attributes, divide | Heaven is at war with inaction ané 











— your power, and forget in indolence or selfishness. S.agnant waters are the 
CHIOS. interest, the great bonds of principle uniform sources of offence and disease. 


This beautiful [sland has a capital of that hold us together, and we shall one | And so it is with the moral torpor of the 
the same name. The moderns have day exhibit the spectacle of modern |affections which close them up against 
corrupted the pronunciation as well as Greece. Once, like her own Appollo,' the charities of life--and if nature or edu- 
the orthography of what was once con-) with curling lip that mingled the smile | cation should have formed you with such 
sidered the Paradise of Greece. Let) of victory with the consciousness of pow- || an organization of soul, it is in vain that 
her name. however, be obliterated for-| er; in attitade as graceful as it was firm ;| your pulse beats, and ¢yex sparkle, and 
ever, since her destiny bas been so the glorious beau ideal of perfection,| health invests you with her roseate 
wretched. Platareh tells us that for) rich, intellectual, enviable, free Now,'charms—for all the purposes of life you 
several hundred years not one instance | a mutilated, down trodden image, scath-|/are dead; and be not surprised if the 
of adultery had been there committed !! ed and blackened by lightning, defiled in| Virtues should write your epitaph, and 
lis modern state how altered! Murder) the dust, and trampled on by Barba-||the Graces and Charities class you 


stalks abroad ; and the pollution of vio-| rians. among the dead. 











Jating soldiers and the shrieks of their); ~ ~ 
victims are the sounds and scenes that|| SELFISHN ESS—aw extract. | RECEIPT FOR BLACKING. 

. ! 4 5 , 
now invade the sonl. | Dear is no more than the coldness!) In three pints of small beer, put two 








Chio, (or as is at present called Scio) | of the heart—when its fountains cease— |, ounces of ivory black, and one penny 
once contended for the honour of having and its streams freeze—and it heaves worth of brown sugar. As soon as they 
given birth to Homer. But now her; not in the swell of passion, nor to the) boil, put in a dessert spoonful of sweet 


' 


honcurs are ravished, her temples pro-) impulses of thought—but, remaining | oil, and (hen boil slowly antil reduced to 


faned, and the blood of her children is ‘stiff and torpid in its source, all the de- iia quart. Stir itup with a stick every 
shed by the hand of the Infidel, more | pendent channels of life wither, and | time it is used, and put it on the shoe 
freely than formerly her generous wines | contract, and are dry. This is physical | with a brush when wanted. 
were poured along the festive board,!'death; that which is ordained as the | ANOTHER. 
aid refreshed those lips and cheered | crucible of mortals, through which they'| A quarter of a pound of ivory black, 
those hearts that have immortalized théyfmast pass in the great and uniform) a quarter of a poond moist sugar, a table 
clastic ages of Greece ! changes of the material yorld. ‘spoonful of flour, a piece of tallow about 
Pococke describes the Island of Chios | Coldness of heart is death. Not that | the size of a walnut, and a small piece 
as containing 60 towns and villages, 300) it is always accompanied by funeral ob- of gum arabic. Make a paste of the 
Latin and 500 Greek churches. The sequies, nor the dark habiliments of wo, || flour, and while hot put in the tallow, 
soil fertile, the air salubrious, the peo-| nor by mourners passing through the | then the sugar, and afterwards mix the 
ple as happy as they could be under the |, streets ;--you shall meet it in the bustle’ whole well together in a quart of water, 
mildest dominion of the Turks; the ‘and tumult of the world—it consists of!! and you will have a beautiful shining 


manufactures of taffety, satin, damask,| the stagnancy of the affections, for sel-| blacking. 


&c. The men brave, the women beau-| fishness is moral death. — 
tiful—the population 10,000 Turks, | The healthful ocean circulates and is) Burrer.—lIt is said, the juice of car- 


10,000 Greeks, and 10,000 Latins—pro- || pure. It is the heart of the universe | rots, added to cream, in winter, will give 

bably much underrated. pouring the floods of life through this |! the butter made therefrom, the flavour 
In the capital, the Capuchins erected || magnificent body, the earth, which re-|/and appearance of that made in sum- 

a splendid church—there were many ||turns them in gratitude only to receive || mer, 

other edifices consecrated to Christiani-|'them again in mercy. So it is with the —— 





ty, besides Svnagogues for the Jews, 
and Mosques for the followers of Mo- 
hammed. The Greek Christians gener- 
ally taught their children the learned 
languages. Those children are now in 
bondage, or their dead bodies floating on 
the waves. The parents destroyed— 
the city in flames. 

The contrast is awful! The lesson 
deeply instructive ‘to all free govern- 
ments! Retain your digg ‘our self- 















respect ; cultivate the a 


sublime economy of the stars, and the 
floods of light from the fountains of the 
skies. The wisdom of Heaven has made 
communication essential to happiness, 
and has ordained that we shall enjoy as 
we impart. ‘Thus is it with the glorious 
sun, whose undiminished fires, after 
lighting up the canopy of the world 
above, descend in genial rays to the 


EASY METHOD OF BREAKING GLASS IN ANY 
REQUIRED DIRECTION. 


Dip a piece of worsted thread in spi- 
rits of turpentine, wrap it round glass in 
the direction that you require it to be 
broken, and then set fire to the thread, 
or apply ared hot wire round the glass, 
and if it does not immediately crack 
throw cold water over it while the wire 
remains hot. By this means glass that is 





world below—that the harvest may 
flourish, and the flower bloom, and the, 
fruit ripen—and the labourer exult, and 


broken may often be fashioned and ren- 
dered useful for a variety of purposes. 
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FOR THE LADIES’ LITERARY CABINET. 


Messrs. Editors, 

The following Anecdote ‘of Female 
Policy, was related to me by an intimate 
friend ;—by giving it a place in your 
paper, you will oblige 

PHILO RECTUM. 


THE DEVIL IN THE BUTTER MILK. 


*¢ During my stay in Ireland, being on 
a visit to a friend, who resided in one 
of the distant parishes, } was striken 
with the ‘cherry cheeks and tempting 
lips’ of a young dairy-maid, whom I of- 
ten saw pass the house in which I resi- 
ded. I inquired her name and resi- 


dence, and found that she lived with a) 


Protestant parson, who, besides preach- 
ing the doctrines of the gospel, kept a 
very extensive farm. Afler a few side 
winks at this pretty damsel, { determin- 


ed to make her a visit during the time 
the preacher delivered from the pulpit | 


his ‘twice-told’ sermon. I went ac- 
cordingly, as soon as I observed the 
parson and his dame enter the church. 
It is needless to tell of the many soft 
words 1 whispered into her ear, suffice 
it by saying I found her just as I should 


wieh ; but unluckily, love is so insensi-| 


ble to every thing but his own genial 
feeling, that I rather overstayed my 
time. 

We were roused from our pleasing 
chat, by the old man and his wife thun- 
dering at the door for admittance. What 
was to be done ?—there was not the 


out scolding. the maid for neon them 


asleep,—and all was well. 

The old lady then told the maid that 
se must immediately put the cream into 
the large churn and go to work, for it 


of butter in a little while, and that they 
had better make the best use of their 
time. ‘* Lud, ma’am,”’ said the frighted 
girl, ‘would you break the sabbath ?”” 
** Break the sabbath, you jade 7—there 
is no harm in working on a Sunday, 
when we are bro’t to it by necessity !— 
put in the cream | say.” The maid 
then asked if the small churn would not 
de? “Not a whit!—not a whit, girl! 
ithe large churn will work more at a 





‘time.’ ‘ Dear me, ma‘am, I have al- 
ways been brought up to keep the sab- 
‘bath sacred.”’ ‘* ‘Tat, tut!’ replied the 





‘dear, this wench will not churn becaus: 
it is Sunday ;—when I tell her that but- 
ter will be scarce in afew days.”’ * Gut) 
upon ye, girl !’’ cried the son of the pul- 
pit, ‘out upon ye!—do ye think if 1) 





that I would’nt take her out because t! 


9 


ijter, I say. 
distressed girl were in vain; she was 
obliged to do the bidding of her superi- 
ors. 

I set all this while snug in the churn, 
resigned to my fate, when down of my 








usual retreat of lovers—a back door—|j finished here ;—buat no,—in came an- 
and to leap from either of the windows || other—and another! there I sat, up to 
would have been to plunge into the jaws || my chin in milk—one bucket more and 
of the lion. ‘For heaven’s sake, my ||! should be adrowned man! | What was 


» dear, cram me where you will,” cried |to be done? I hit upon something at 


I, ‘1 would not have the parson catch||last. Just as the deadly fourth was im- 


’ me here for worlds !’’—* I’m half out of 


my wilts!” said she, “let me see—! 


have it !—get into that big churn (point- 
ing to a large churn that stood in the 


pending over my head, I leaped up on 
top of the churn, al! besmeared with 
cream—shaking myself, and making the 
most diabolical faces the human visage 


comer of the room)—be quick, for||couldform. It had the desired effect, — 


God’s suke,—they’ll not suspect your 
being there, for they never use it on 


the maid favouring the trick, screamed 
out that the devil was in the buttermilk, 


Sundays.” [tn 1 jumped,—and in a mo-|| and ran up stairs! The parson and his 


ment was in ulier darkness—she having 
put on the lid. in this situation I over- 
heard ali that passed. The parson and| 
his wife were let in—the latter not with-" 


wife scampered into the kitchen, tum- 
bling head and heels over each other !— 
| took the time.—jumped off of the 








so long at the door, who said she was, 


was expected there would be a scarcity | 


dame as the parson entered, ‘* here, my | 


got my mare into the bog this morning, | 


is Sunday ?—pish !—go make your bnt-, 
All the eatreaues of the; 


poor ill-fated head came a pail full of 
cream—! held my breath until it passed, j) 
and then breathed again, hoping it was 


churn—out of the window, aad did not 


———— ee ——_———— —=- 





Hf look beh nd me until I arrived safe at 
home. 
. 


Thus ended my adventure with the 
dairy maid. <A story got among the 
preacher's superstitious flock, « that 
the devil had risen from the churn and 
accused him of impiously breaking the 
sabbath.” 

The parson himself really believing 
that it was the devil, never again at- 
tempted to make butter ona Sunday.” 


SPANISH PROVERBS. 

He is a rich man, who hath God for 
his friend, 

Change of weather findeth discourse 
for fools. 

Enjoy that little you have, while the 
fool is hunting for more. 

Go not to your doctor for every ail, 
aor to your lawyer for every quarrel, 





nor to your bottle for every thirst. 
| There is no better looking glass than 
| an old true friend. 
The creditor hath always a better 
| memory than the debtor. 
} As you use your father so will your 
children use you. 
Keep out of a basty man’s way for a 
iwhie ; out ofasuilen man’s way all the 
dys ot your life. 

A good wife is the workmanship ofa 
vood thusband. 

Smoke reigning in the house, and a 








doors. 


CONUNDRUMS. 


Why is an oration, delivered from the 
deck ofa ship, like a necklace ? 

Because it is a dec-oration. 

Why is the steeple of a church like a 
minister ? 

Because it points to heaven. 

Why is Ireland likely té become the 
richest country in the world ? 

Because the capital is always Dub-lia 
(doubling. ) 

Why is the letter A like a honey- 
suckle ? 

Because a B follows it. 

Why isa love letter like a beef-market? 

Because there are tender lines in it. 

Why are phe three first vowels like 
a careless 












are inattentive. 





talking wife, make a man run outcl 
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Wortvy. 


Messrs. Editors, 


The enclosed lines, from the columns of the! 
“Statesman,” althoagh they exhibit a wreteb- | 
edness of soul, almost azonizing to contemplate, | 
breathe so much of that pass/onate inspirat.on | 
which cbaracterizes the productions of Byron, | 
that every lover of good poetry will, I doubt; 
not, glass them a:nong the most successful efforis | 
of American genius—and if he be an American | 
will expericuce a patriotic pleasure in seeing, 


them republished. B. 


HOME, OR THE ORPHAN. 


There are, wino sing of hone aud tell, 

What wagic round that word is twining, 
And say, its dear, bew:tching spell 

Lingers iu smiles o'er life’s declining ! 
They say a thousand tender ties, 

Gay, sportive, kiud—in childhood smiling, 
O’er memory's retrospection rise, 

The peasive hours of age beguiling. 


They tell of hours supremely blest, 
When on a mother's bosom sleeping 5 
Of lips, maternal ardour press'd,— 
Of joy that laugh'd itself to weeping! 
They tell how o'er life’s early years, 
Youth's heedless footsteps anxious guiding, 
A father watch’d in te der fears, 
Approving truth and error chiding. 


They say when years have roli'd between, 

Aud fortune press'd adverse and blindly. 
At distance still, are sweetly seep 

Youth's home endearments smiling kindly, 
And wien the vagrant homeward beuds 

His weary steps, with boson swelling,— 
E:nbraces parents—kindred frieuds 

‘Tis joy they say, which bas no telling! 


But there is one who from the name 
Of Hom. can no emotion borrow, 
Save a deep chill which shakes nis frame, 
Aad speaks of nothingness and sorrow ! 
Ah! yes, there is on life’s dull stage 
A wretched heart now lonely beating, 
Which chill'd by serrow more than age, 
Has found life's hopes too sadly fleeting. 


A heart which throbsin mis-yy's round, 
Weak, querulous, forlora vad broken— 
O4 whose blear'd tablet is not found 
OF early home, oue cheerful wokeu! 
Forgive we, stranger !—I cou.plain, 
For | am desolate and lonely — 
My iumates have been grief and pain, 
My home bas bevn the rude world only 


My friends have been the woods—the streams— 


The hills—the silent glens and mountains ;— | 


My joys—dark melancholy’s dreams 

Ou the wild cliffs and by the fountains !— 
Na other home have I !—No other 

Had my youug days!—Death early parted 
My sire from ie,—my wretched mother 

With silent grief was broken hearted! 


And now, not even one faint trace, — 
No likeness,—tie,—nor recollection 
Of home or father, bolds a place 
In memory’s dreary retrospection! 
For scarce bad reason lit mine eye,— 
Ere I two fleeting years had number'd, 
lial love had formed a tie, 
y father in his cold grave slumber'd! 


Myn ot er—ah! thou hapless one! 
Widow'd years in melancholy 


~ 


' 


| Have darkly and adversely run, 
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sod sorrow’s shroud has wrapp'd thee wholly 
‘y moiher—O" where are my tears! 
_ is my heart cold in its complaining? 
ih’ Loave wep* in younger years, 
Pill not one drop is bow re waining! 
My mother——God in mercy bless 
What time shall yet to ber be given, 
sud way her life-loug wretchedness 
Be rienty recompeused in Heaven! 
My wether oer my infant cays 
in sorrow hu: g with care re vealing 
Life's evil suares and virtue’s ways. 
feaching me truth and pious feeling. 


i saw her weep—lI heard her sigh 
\ud often mark’d her sadiy musing 
Aad even then I ksow not why— 
Fears came, my infaut cyes suffusiog! 
Upon her breast I lean'd my head, 
and ask'd her why she seeu'd forsaken— 
She check’d her griet—* "twas wrong” she said. 
For God whe gave, bad justly taken! 


Then she seem'd calm ;—I thought her so, 
And hop'd her days of grief were tuded :— 
But “twas the calm of maniac woe, 
Her spirit was with madsess blended! 
Oh! then bow hapless was my lot '— 
In vain were tears my young eyes steeping ; 
My mother sooth'd me—owned me not, 
But turn’d away and left me weeping! 


Years pass'd away, and still she seem'd 
As one who liv’d uot with the living, 

Save at short intervals, there beam’d 
Light on her soul, sweet reason giving. 

And then she sang as ove whose dream 
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Had been in melancholy madness :— 


' 
Maternal love was all her theme— 


Aud soon she sank again in sadness! 


Years pass'd away—I cannot tell, 

But from the tale of others telling, 
What in those gloomy years befel, 

Or where | fouud my orphan dwelling. 
E’en as a fitful dream, to me 

Thev were a void of life’s beginning-- 
But to my mother—misery.' 

A lou, dark trance of deep repining ! 


Speechless a: death and listless, she 
Lived on in silent desperation, 
Shrouded in dark insanity, 
And lost in dreary desviation! 
Long, gluony years were sadly past, 
Ere reason in ber mind was seated ; 
And still her soul was overcast, 
Aud life's best prospects all were fleeted: 


While I, as one whom none would own, 
And from bumanily excluded, 
Strayed unprotected and alone, 
By faney and by hope deluded. 
4 stranger's care was all I knew, ; 
And that was stern and tyranising,— 


| But eruelty could not subdue 


The spirit in my bosom rising. 


1 met oppression and withstood 
Adversity and human malice, 
And oft in melancholy mood, us 3 
Drank deep from sorrow’s bitter chalice! 
Some hopes were mine in younger life, 
Aud they were bright and waruly cherish'd ; 
But they wire lost in early strife, “7 
And with them life's cudearments perish'd! 


Since then—ah ! "tis a devary while! ‘ 
(And yet my years are few')—I've wander'd 

Cloaking my anguish with a smile, 5 
And on dark scenes and conflicts ponder’d! 


| 





| 











oo 
Mankind in culdvess round me gaze, 

And mark the smile on my lips playing: 
But know not that my smile betrays sila 

The agony within me preying ! 


They deem that unconcern’d and wild, 

Ju pleasure I my life am spending - 
But oh! how often have smild 

When mad’ning pains my heart were rending ! 

Nay, | have jaugh'd —have gaily sung— 

Aud danced in sportive animation, 
To quell the phrenitis which stung 

My spirit on to desperation ! 


At midnight I have groan’d and pray’d, 

W bile from mive eyes bot tears were gushing — 
Have started from my bed and stray’d 

W here the wild winds and storms were rushing ;. 
Aud to the tempest bared my brow, 

In hopes the storm would quench its fever, 
And cried, oh, Night?’—thy spirit now 

Issuch as mine, alas! is ever! 


Yet Reason broke not—but she bent 
To the mad conflict, as though clinging 
To her stora’d empire, and tbus lent, 
Even to the passion which was wringing 
Her intluence from the searching brain, 
A spirit aud a power —flinging 
A quick ning fire into the pain 
Which was deep desolation bringing! 


While o’er my struggling spirit came, 
Like the tremendous gush of ocean, 
A frequent, fierce, and blighting flame 
Of deep and desperate emotion! 
And phrenzied Suicide did stand, 
A horrid demon of seduction, 
Beckouiug me with one haggard hand, 
And with the other grasp'd destruction ! 


Agast, I turned—I know not where! 
‘The world was alla waste before me, 
And the dark mantle of despair 
Hung like a pall of ruin o'er me! 
A dreadful weight was on my heart, 
As, though +’en life's last pulse were gushing 
I heav'd against it, but the smart 
Clang to me still and still was crushing! 


Then came a drear and restless void, 
A dark corroding melancholy — 


Which slumbered never, but destroy'd 


Allrest, and love of it, and wholly 
Kill’d th’ hope of peace ;—and oft a dread 
Has shaken me, lest e’en when blending 


| With the still dust where sleep the dead, 


A pang sbould there my heart be rending, 


I only knew in life’s dull scene 
A languid gloom—or ceaseless aching, 
A kuawing thought of what had been— 
A heart that bre’e not, but was breaking— 
A dread of self—of iwen—of life— 
A éread of death—of earth and heaven— 
A fear that tomy wasting strife, 
Forgetfulness should ne'er be given. 


There came no hope, no change to me— 

Yet lovely things bung round me—proving, 
With a most speechless agony, 

{ had not even the power of loving! 
My wild and sorrow-striken brow, 

Tells that calamities have throng’d me ; 
And! have grieved alone, as now, 

Shunning the world because it wrong’d me, 


But this is nothing'—I am stung, 

And should, perhaps, in silence bear it; 
And wow, though I have given it tongue, 
Oh! | would have no being share it! 

There isa fever in my brain — 
A maduess js my heart is swelliog— 
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1 would not longer here remain— 
Oh for a grave ! a quict dwelling! 


The grave—alas! how dark, how deep! 

Oblivious, cold and secret! sealing 
@or eyes in an eternal sleep! 

Entombing all, yet nought revealing '— 
But there is that which shall awake 

E‘en from its blank, unconscious dreaming 
A light of glory, which shall break 

its gloom with everlasting beaming. 

MARO. 
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SONG OF THE GREEK MINSTREL. 


Sound '—sound tbe blithe harp tothe land of the | 
free ! | 


Let heaven re-echo its numbers, 
While the bright star of glory shines over the sea, 
And liberty bursts from her slambers. 
‘Fe , Ob! let the spheres ring, 
” While the trembling string 
Revibrates the anthem of Freedom. 
- White siaves shall erace 
The stripes of disgrace, 
And wander where Glory will lead ’cm! 


Raise! raise the lond song that the free heart 
adores ! 
While spirits fy downwards to listen ; 
For the black miste@f Thraldom bath flown from 
our shores, 
And left Freedom's radiants to glisten ! 
Steep'd steep’d be the sword 


Ju tyranny’s bleod,— 
And red be the banner that's o'er us, 


For bear in your mind, 


Dear objects behind— 
Aad tyrants arrayed now before us! 
; EUSTACE. 
s ommeeeid 
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A MOTHER TO HER SON. 
When thro’ life’s delights you wander 
Bless'd with picasure’s rusente smile, 
When its thorns and sweets you ponder, 
And behold its luring wile ; 
When on Beauty's lips you lavish 
Kisses warin and raptures free, — 
And rejoice her charms to ravish,— 
Then, O then remember me ! 


When distress’ d—alone—neglected 
Piucged ti sorrow,—plunged in shame, 
When you wander round dejec! -d— 
Biushing at your blemich'd wamc, 
Wien a tenant of the prison, 
Stung by shaweand ignomy, 
Spurned by friends with cola derision — 
Then, O then remeniber me ! 


When released from durance lowly, 
Penitent you visit howwe : 

When you lean with melancholy, 
O'er your mother’s silent tomb; 

When before the holy altar ’ 
Of the just you bend the knee,, 


See 


~~ — 


— 


If yonr tongue ia prayer should falter, 
Then, O then, remember me! 


Wher a tender wife shall bless you 

With a warm and fervent kiss ; 

And your childrens’ hands caress you— 

Piedges of domestic bliss ! 

I, a spirit o'r you flying, 

Will behold your extacy, 

With my blessings, often erying— 

** Now, O now remember me!” 
EUSTACE. 


Rew=Bork. 


SATURDAY, DECEMBER 7, 1822. 











THEATRICAL. 


for witnessing this man’s performances will have 
an end in our city. The crowds of people who 
attend the theatre, on every evening of bis per 
fermance, 


roar. His entertainnent on Wednesday evr- 


\|ning last, called “The youthful days of Mr. 


Mathews,” was the last piece be performed in 
London, and consist-d of a history of some of 
his early days, interspersed with songs, anec 
dotes, imitations, kc. We must say he tells an 
amusing story, containing wit and humour: and 
‘imitates the old and young, bigh and iow, igno- 
rant and learned, far surpassing any thing we 
have witnessed before. but with the exception 
of one imitation, (that of representing the ivre- 
sistible eloquence of the great Curran) we think 
he failed to give that satisfaction which hia ex- 
traordinary powersto pleas’, grneraily produ 
ces. Westrongly suspect there are not many 
who want two representations of bis youthful 
days; and jadging from the sour looks and aw. 
gry countenances of some of the audience, they 
were not very wel! pleased with this one, and 
perhaps would wish, as this was bis last enter- 
Htainment ty London, that its performanee on 
on Wednesday evening, might be its last appear 
ance among us. 





The new Theatre io Chesnot-strvet, Philadel 
phia, was opened for the first time, on Monday 
evening last) The Prize Address, written by 
Mr Charles Sprague of Boston, wax spoken by 
Mr Wood. The literary euporium of the east 
seeins to produce as yet, an unrivalied bard 

and it must be gratifying to the city of Boxton 
te boast of her talents. We cannot buat congra 
tulate Mr S ou his success, in twice taking the 
palm irom the rest of his countrymen. We re 

gret our not receiving a copy of this produe- 


tion ip seaset to lay it before our readers this 
week. 


A new play, called “The Infernal Secret,” 
has been brought forward in London. 


Patriotic.—It is atated in some of our foreien 
papers, that three bundred ladies«f “iadrid, have 
come forward and siered their services to king 











Mr. Mathews —\‘\c know not when the rae |: 


| -|| 
seems not to decrease, and his versz- || 
tility of taleat in the powers of mimickry, stil! |! 
|} continues, occasionaliy to set the house io a 


| 
! 
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SS, 
Ferdinaud, to fight for Spain, if she should be 
invaded. 
4 

Errata. —T0 an article published in our last, 
junder the head of “ Boston Cheatre,” some lew 
|triding errors carelessly made their appearance. 

‘w the second live of the third Paragraph, for 
the word “jolly,” read jolly. In the paragraph 
| beginning with © Me. Barrett,” in the fifth line, 
|for This person,” read Jn his person. ty the 
same paragraph, for“ Wan and hungry lassins,” 
bho lean and hungry Cassius. The wame of 

*Me Charmack” was also iuserted wrong, it 
Fast be Charnock. 

a 

| XP Distant Subscribers will now p'ease make 
| payment to the agents for the Cabinet, in the va- 
‘rious cities and placeg in the United States: 
where agents are established, (to enumerate 
them, would carry this notice beyond its limits) 
itoenable such agents to comply with their duty 
Mhose of our patrons, who are ia 
arrears, and reside where no agents are estab. 
lished, are respectiully infor:ned (hat their carly 
remittances are indispensable, To those ia this 
city, when solicited, * Be ye also read). 


, towards us. 
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TO CORRESPONDENT: 

The favours of our correspouden!s \ Georges,” 
** Alva,” and “ Eustace,” 
also received several communications won 
|* Philo Rectum,” “ Tristram,” © McFingal” and 
| several others, all of which shall reccive atten- 
tion 





are on lk FF have 





On Thersday of last week, in Trinity Charch, 


iby the Raght Rev. Bishop Hobart, the Rev. Seth 
+¥y 


| 
| e 
| PA arvte®, 


Beatdsivy, to Miss Mary Egbert Davoue, 
| daughter éffthe laic Frederick Davoue, of this 
city 

On Taesday evening, 26th ult by the Rev. 
Mr. Baldwin, Mr. Awaziah Turner, of Catskill, 
to Miss Mary Ann Rosactter, of this city. 

Ov Tharsday evening last, by the Rev. Wm. 
M’Morray, Mr. Janes Herron, to Miss Julia 
Ann Triton, ali of this civy. 

: 
Wied, 

On Friday morning of last week, Miss Mary 
Anu Rawage, in the 18th year of her age. 

On Satarday night last, Lieut. Charles West, 
aged 28 years, a native of Westerly, Rhode 
Island. 

On Tucsday morning, of last week, after @ 
painfel itiness, Thomas Green, aged 26 years. 

Thursday morning, alter @ painful ilfvess, 
Mr. Ranear Nack, in the 24th year of bis age. 
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